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housing problem, but I know you have another difficulty, Saionji-san."
Ito was grinning from ear to ear. Til bet you'll break your neck in
settling the other affair—"
Saionji smiled and said: "What do you mean? Otama?-My relation-
ship with that young geisha?"
"That's right. How are you going to clasp her to your bosom? A
few millionaires are after her and you have Okiku. If she comes to you,
what?" Ito made a gesture.
"I am not quite sure, frankly speaking, how to beat off her wealthy
suitors. As for the rest, it's simple because Sagami and Okiku have
agreed that I must have a son of my own."
Ito stared. Then he whispered into Saionji's ear: "Don't you think
it's rather late?"
Both laughed.
"Huh, Genro, I guess we'll change that subject-"
"No, no, Saionji-san, that's a most harmless topic. It won't make
anybody mad or tax one's brain."
"Huh, it's almost noon."
"Just wait, Saionji-san, don't leave. Let's go to the Gunkaku-ro and
have a drink or two with lunch. I'll let my servant bring the pictures
to your place."
"Josho" Ito shouted at the woman operator as they entered the
Gunkaku-ro.
"Oh, Genro Ito, many, many thanks for your favor—"
"Get something light, Marquis Saionji is with me." They walked
upstairs.
Hardly had they sat down when a maid came up to Ito to announce
a visitor.
The guest presently appearing was another Choshu Genro, Inouye
Kaoru.
"Oh, Inouye, you just came over at an opportune moment. Join us."
Saionji through the windows was watching the lovely scene below
where a long row of pine trees, the town road and the white sand
beach ended on the promontory*
"Oiso is certainly restful, is it not, Marquis Saionji?" Inouye began.
"Look, there are hundreds of people, some swimming, others strolling
along the surf or taking a sun-bath. The tide is low and the water is
dean and calm, a few ripples roll up and break lazily,*'
Trays were brought in, each with a covered lacquer soup-bowl, and

